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of a large room. The glimmer of a tiny lamp on the
floor showed a patch of bamboo matting. The rest
was darkness.
Lochinvar M'Whizzle clapped his hands. "This
Is an ante-chamber," he said in a low voice* "A
servant will come with a lamp to pilot us into the
lounge."
He clapped his hands again.
"I've read about that way of calling servants/*
said^ Mrs Templeton, in an excited whisper, " but I
never imagined anything so delightfully oriental really
existed."
" I should prefer an electric bell myself," returned
Mrs Nixon, drily.
" You are so very practical," retorted Mrs Temple-
ton.
In the ensuing silence M'Whizzle clapped his hands
loudly again.
" That ought to do something," muttered Nixon to
Maud. " The third time's lucky."
"Shall I light another match/' suggested Mr
Templeton, anxious to help.
" On no account," replied M'Whizzle, in an irritated
whisper. "I don't know what's happened. FU go
myself."
He disappeared, and from the near darkness came
the sound of a voice talking angrily in familiar pidgeon
Malay.
" That's the language they all understand and obey,"
whispered Nixon, as a Chinese 'boy* came sulkily
forward, carrying an ordinary paraffin lamp.
" The lounge," said M'Whizzlc triumphantly, when